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Summary 


The Dreamery : Poems by Lampley Miguet 


In this collection of poems, a young woman looks back at the decisions — both good and bad 
— made by herself and by her family. 


Introductions 


Two women, 

six kids between them. 
Three girls, 

three boys. 


Two twins, 
two witches, 
two charlatans. 


Some people call these last two addicts, 
some call them victims — 


but I call them my cousins. 


Monica 


Monica means “alone” — 
according to the ancient lexicologists. 


Others claim it means “advisor.” 
I’m good at telling people 
the things I really think. 


Not bossy, no — 
but I’m full of advice. 


I'll claim the second meaning, then, 
because the first is too painful. 


Dear Grandmother 


I wonder what my 100th-great-grandmother 
would’ve thought about all of this — 

all of the places our family has traveled, 

all of the harm we’ve done, 

all of the goodness we’ve inflicted on others. 


I wonder what her opinions were. 
I wonder if she was allowed to have opinions. 


I’m sure she had them, 

but could she share them? 

Could she pass them down through the generations? 
Could we possibly feel the same way about our lives, 
distant as they are? 


Even still, so many of us are frightened by 
our own thoughts and feelings. 


Him 


I would polish him 

like a stone 

with my mouth — 

with all these words I have for him 
and about him. 

But I can’t figure out 

what to make of him. 


What a fool he’s making of me. 


The Other Other Woman 


Somewhere, she sits calmly 
without the slightest awareness of 
the agony her husband 

is causing another woman. 


Ache All Over 


I feel a jolt in my heart and a pain within 
the inner workings of my body. 


This ache behind my ear is only temporary, 
the moments of pain between moments of peace 
are also just moments that will pass us by. 


Le Réve 


I wake up in the morning and 

try to realize my full potential — 
and I want to achieve my dreams, 
but I know this just means 

I'll need to come up 

with new plans, new goals, 

new ambitions. 


We are all constantly dreaming 
because that is what keeps us sane. 


That’s probably not true, but it helps me get through the day — 
to believe that a dream is more than a precursor to a nightmare. 


Flight of Fancy 


Sometimes, I start to think 
I’m stuck in a holding pattern. 


Stranded by my own mistakes, 
my own misgivings, 

my inability to charge ahead, 
to race past the obstacles 

and take off, 

even though Id be flying 
without a copilot. 


Clues 


It’s time to move forward, 
though I often find myself looking back. 


I have to keep going — 

we all have to eventually make the future 
become our present. 

It’s an inescapable part of life. 


But I’m still pouring over pictures, 
reading little notes, 

examining the past, 

looking for clues about 

who we were, 

who we might yet become. 


Tina & Nina 


They were twins. 

They had the same face, always, 
even when one was happy 

and the other miserable. 


One of the two was always 
bitter, angry, torn up about something - 
their house was a headache. 


The neighbors looked away. 
That was the polite thing to do. 


No one knocked on the door, 
no one answered the phone, 
no one suffered anymore - 


The voice that talked to itself 
because no one was there to answer it? 
That voice fell silent, too. 


The everlasting hush was 
badly-needed and 
bittersweet. 


Find & Seek 


Wouldn’t it be better 
if we could find the truth 
in an old family album? 


If, among the pictures and 

locks of hair and 

pamphlets from funerals, 

those secrets would jump out at us. 


If the secrets would find me, 
I wouldn’t have to go 
looking for answers. 


Snapshots 


While I’m looking at old pictures of them, 
I start looking for new pictures of him. 


There he stands, 
down at the beach, 
back to the photographer. 


I’m jealous of that person — 

even if they are “just” his mother, 

his brother, his cousin, 

an aunt, or a complete stranger, 
somebody roped into taking the picture, 
somebody who he’s never known. 


He knew me once, 
but I never really knew him. 


I want to put it 
into words — 
but even I don’t understand 


what I’m trying to tell you. 


But even this sounds fake, 
dumbed-down, trite, 

poorly-phrased — 

because I can hardly say what I mean, 
after spending years 


not meaning the things that I say. 


Wanted 


Tea Set 


I’m looking at things on the Internet — 
shopping online to pass some time. 


So many things come in pairs, 
in sets, in groups, in batches. 
Hard to find things for the 
single person in your life. 


Perhaps I should buy two of these cups, 
share one with another single person, 
make us both feel less lonely. 


More conscious of our solitude, sure, 
but more comfortable, 

knowing someone else is also 

alone out there. 


In The Present 


Months later, I don’t even think about him. 


I only think about him when 
I see a car like his, 
I hear someone mention broad shoulders, or 


I feel a cold breeze tickle the back of my neck. 


Other than that, I don’t think of him — 
except for when I sit down to write a poem, 
and I tell myself, 


You don t have to write about him anymore. 


You owe it to yourself to dream 

about constellations of other things — 
not men, but stars, horses, boats, food, 
clothes, pagodas, saunas, other people, 


even sandwiches. 


There are bigger things in the world than him. 
Even little things are bigger. 


Even little things. 


Hagiography 


I picture my enemy — 

the woman I dislike the most in the world — 
slamming through the windshield of 

her boyfriend’s old truck. 


Glass like stars in her hair, 

a halo of blood, 

a martyr made of meat and bones — 
anointed by the headlights, 

baptized by a stream of washer fluid. 


I can only wish for something like that 

to happen to her — 

something so cruel and bizarre — 
because it already happened to my cousin. 
A whiskey-soaked saint. 


If it could happen to her, I think, 
why couldn’t it happen to you? 


Sparkling Champagne / The Dreamery 


I fall back into bed, 

ready for something more special than sleep 
to overtake me. 

Itt’s always time to celebrate. 


If you’re the one bringing the champagne, 
I'll find something for us to brag about, 

to gush over, to worship, 

to make the new center of our universe. 


I have lots of practice 

raving about a whole lot of nothing — 

I’ve spent my whole life 

giving compliments I didn’t mean, 

taking compliments I didn't earn, 

telling stories I didn’t believe, 

listening and smiling and pretending to care. 


Children, reindeer, elves, the Pope — 

so many faces to dream about and smile at, 
so many laughs to ring out, 

so many so manies, 

and a bottle of champagne to help me 
pretend to have a sense of humor. 


At The Dog Show 


Everybody dressed up. 
They all tried to look good - 
because who ever heard of 
trying to look bad? 


We've never had to try too hard. 
Being tough and tacky 

and headstrong and brash 
comes naturally. 


Putting on a show 

is easy, because 

we're used to 

forcing things to run, 
hustling, fighting back, 
fighting forward. 
We've done it all. 


But I'm tired of working 

so hard - 

but even when it's effortless, 
it comes at a price. 


And I've never been paid fairly - 
I've never been given a share of 
all that I've earned for you. 


Horse Latitudes 


I didn't even know what those words meant, 
so I searched for it. 


It seems a lot more calm 
in that part of the world - 
but the winds there, 

they can cause monsoons. 


It just goes to show that 
you can't let your guard down, 
even when things seem mild. 


It doesn't mean I'm going to stay 

up all night building a storm shelter. 

It just means that I'll pay more attention 
to future storm warnings, 

to the bleating sirens, 

to the wails of mothers. 


I will always be listening. 


Grandma Seizure 


They told me she died yesterday, 
so I brewed a pot of coffee, 
opened the paper, 

read the list of names, 

and didn't pay much attention 

to the biographical details. 


I just had to make sure that she was gone. 


It was a grand mal seizure - 

people around here call it 

a grandma seizure, 

because our tongues are 

thick with a different kind of wisdom. 


It doesn't matter what kind of seizure it was, 

quite honestly - 

maybe it matters to the doctor, the coroner, 

the guy at the state office who checks the paperwork. 


But fancy names don't mean much to the family, 
when what's done is done. 


And now that it's over, 
I selfishly wish that none of it 
happened in the first place. 


Oh, well. At least the men at Hardee's will have 
something to talk about this morning. 


Caduceus 


There are plenty of ways to say 

that you hate someone, 

and there are plenty of ways to say 
how much you want to put your hands 
around someone's slender throat. 


Plenty of ways to say you love — 
many of which also involve 
saying nothing with the mouth, 
saying everything with the body. 


I've learned that I can't share everything 
with everybody, even amongst the people 
I've come to trust. 


But let's curl around the staff together, 
right now. 


Tonight, we can make our own medicine. 


The Bones of Saints 


Are raccoons little bears? 

Little washbears, some call them — 
mammals, soft but sturdy, 

obsessed with washing their hands. 


They wash their hands of all this, 
these tiny Pontious Pilates. 


A while back, someone told me that cousin Kenny 
shot a rabbit off the steps of the church — 
blood spilled at the holy site. 


What does it take to get our family 
back into the church? 

A gnashing of teeth, a bullet, 

a little limp pile of fur? 


Should I wash the bones of this saint? 
Anoint a third-class relic? 


I will find a way. 
I have faith in that. 


The 1992 Erruptions of Crater Peak Vent 


I guess you let me down 
somewhere in Alaska, 
back when the volcanos 
still looked like mountains. 


I can't change the comings 

and goings of our genealogy or 
our geological age - 

I can never prevent 

the next eruption - 


but I can pack my bags and 

I will be out of here, long gone, 
before the ash reaches 

that more beautiful side of the world. 
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